SOME LETTERS OF
"But always ere the dayspring took the sky,
Somewhere the silver trumpets were aery, —
Sweet, high, oh, high and sweet!
What voice could summon so but the Soul's Paraclete?
Whom should such voices call but me, to dare and die?
O ye asleep here in the eyrie town,
Ye mothers, babes, and maids, and aged men,
The plain is full of foe-men! Turn again —
Sleep sound, or waken half
Only to hear our happy bugles laugh
Lovely defiance down,
As through the steep
Grey streets we sweep,
Each horse and man a ribbed fan to scatter all that chaff!"
Under date August 26th I find in my journal the following entry:
"Boat [Rouen] to Caudebec; thence to Yvetot on foot; thence to Havre. Met on the open road an old man dressed very meagrely, with slippers open at the toes, ragged shirt, and bare head, who lifted his hands eloquently, and chanted to the empty landscape:
Pourquoi? Pourquoi?
This experience was the germ of the poem, "Old Pourquoi," written many years later.
We returned to America in September, and he immediately went to Chicago and began work as an instructor in the English Department of Chicago University.
28 Moody made the first sketch of the poem which eventually, after much revision, became "Jetsam." At Tessy-sur-Vire we were awakened before dawn one morning by the bugles of a regiment passing up one of the narrow streets — a valorous music strangely impressive in that darkness and silence. Moody has commemorated it in the speech of the Third Youth in Act iv of the "Masque of Judgment":
